THE  TALE  OF   BEOWULF            II

'Gainst the folk-threats and evil.    So ffyty they

their wont,

The hope of the heathen ; nor hell they remember' d
In mood and in mind. And the Maker they

knew not,                                                 iso

The Doomer of deeds :   nor of God the Lord

wist they,
Nor the Helm of the Heavens knew aught how

to hery,

The Wielder of Glory. Woe worth unto that man
Who through hatred the baneful his soul shall

shove into

The fire's embrace ; nought of fostering weens he,
Nor of changing one whit.   But well is he soothly
That after the death-day shall seek to the Lord,
In the breast of the Father all peace ever craving.

IV. NOW COMES BEOWULF ECG-
THEOW'S SON TO THE LAND OF THE
DANES, AND THE WALL -WARDEN
SPEAKETH WITH HIM.

SO care that was time-long the kinsman of
Healfdene

Still seeth'd without ceasing, nor might the

wise warrior                                             190

Wend otherwhere woe, for o'er strong was the strife